FEET OF CLAY

Jacqueline threw a cape over her shoulders and joined her husband
in the courtyard. Gabriel, wearing an overcoat, was getting into his
car.

"Do as you like, Gabriel/' she said; "I only ask you not to drive
like a madman."

She only just had time to move her hand before it was jammed by
his slamming the door.

" Don't you worry," he said. "And if I did kill myself, you'd be able to
torture a third husband with my memory. That'd be a piece of luck!"

As soon as he got outside the gates, the thought of making a long
journey alone through the dark, cold night failed to appeal to him.

He went to Montprely to try and persuade Gilon to go with him.
The Commandant had already gone to bed, wearing thick, striped
flannel pyjamas, his spectacles perched on the veins of his nose.

"Oh no, my dear Gabriel!" he replied. "I've been dining out every
day for the last month. I've got a bad liver and I've got bad kidneys.
You'd do better to go to bed yourself!"

"All right, I understand, you're abandoning me, you're deserting
me/' said Gabriel. "I'm telling you, I've got to begin a new life."

As he crossed the dining-room on his way out, Gabriel opened the
sideboard and, as he stood there, swallowed three glasses of brandy.

From Montprely to the 1880 "castle" in which van Heeren lived
was only some three kilometres.

"What good wind?" cried the huge Dutchman.

He was wearing a befrogged blue velvet smoking-jacket, which made
him look like a drum-major of the Empire.

"Van Heeren! You're my only friend, do you know that?" said
Gabriel. "Put on a dinner-jacket. We're going to see a bit of life!'*

"If life has plump thighs, it's possible I might come with you,"
replied the Dutchman, his face brick-red as he winked slyly.

The hall of the "castle" smelt of home-made jam; the tapestry on
the chairs was also "home made."

Baronne van Heeren appeared in a dressing-gown; she was flat-
chested, had thin hair and withered haunches; her cheeks looked as if
they had been polished with a chamois leather.

Her face wore that expression of anxiety, guilt and martyrdom which
is common to the wives of all drunkards, the expression Jacqueline her-
self was beginning to wear.

"It's not right, Monsieur De Voos, what you're doing is not right.
You're still young. But one day my husband will meet with an acci-
dent."

Gabriel's eyes were fixed in such a cynical stare that she took fright
and fell silent.
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